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which is marked with a circle. You can nearly always
spot these landing grounds by the tailskid marks of
aircraft, which make a pattern of loops and twists like
a muddled ball of string laid out on the ground. Some
marks are more distinct than others, which show that
aeroplanes have been down there recently.
The coast-line then becomes variegated with whitish-
looking salt flats, which look something like the mud
flats east of Transjordan except that their colour is quite
different. The sea is apt to encroach on them, and if
you land on one—when they are dry the landing is
good—you have to be careful that the sea has not been
over it recently. It is not so easy to tell whether they
are wet or dry by their colour as with a mud flat. They
used to remind me strongly of the look of an overflow
from a dye-works. After passing over the landing
grounds at Moseifig and Romani, which are situated
on these sort of flats, you eventually see the long straight
line of the Suez Canal, and perhaps the smoke of a
P. & CX liner on its way home to England. To the
south the blue of the Great Bitter Lake and Lake Timsa
appeals, set against the grey heights above Suez, On
the western horizon the dark misty green of the Nile
Delta sets a limit to the spacious table of sand; and as
you turn south-west you draw nearer and nearer to it
until the details become distinct, and white houses and
roads show up clear cut against the myriad fields and
dykes that look like a vast board on which you might
play some game.
You pass over the battlefield of Tel el Kebir lying
in a corner of the desert that thrusts itself into the
cultivation. You then cross the strip of green that
borders the railway from Port Said to Cairo and the

